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?ri*syau muft dig with Matcocke,and with Spade, ' 

And pierce the infnoft Center of the earth: 

Then when you come to PlWtoet Region, 

I pray you deliuer him this petition, 

Tell him it is for iuftice,andfor'aide, 

And that it conies from old Androiiicw, 

Shaken with forrowes in vngratefull Rome. 

Ah Rome! Well, Well, I made thee iAiferable, 

What time I threw thcpeoples fuffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannise ore me. 

Goe get you gone,and pray be carefull all, 
Andleaueyounota man of watre vnfearcbt. 

This wicked Emperour may haue fhipt her hence, 

And kinfmen then we may goe pipe for iuftice. 

Marc, O Publius is not this a hcauie cafe 
To fee thy Noble Vnckle thus diftradT ? 

Publ. Therefore my Lords it highly vs ccncernes, 

By day and night c’attcnd him carefully : 

And feede his humour kindely as we may. 

Till time beget fome careful! rcmedic. 

Marc. Kinfmen,his forrowes are pad: remedie. 
loyne with the Gothes,and with reuengefull vvarre. 
Take wreake on Rome for this ingratitude, 

And vengeance on the Traytor Saturnine. 

Tit. Publius how now ? how now my Mahlers? 
What haue you met with her ? 

Tubl. No my good Lord,but Pluto fends you word. 
If you will haue reuenge from hell you £hail, 

Marriefor iuftice (he is fo imploy’d, 

He thinkes with Ioue in heauen.or fome where clfe: 

So that perforce you muft needs ftay a time. 

Tit, He doth me wrong to feed me with dehyes, 
Uediue into the burning Lake below. 

And pull her out of 'Matron by the heeles- 
Marcus we arc but flirubs,no Cedars we, 

No big-bon’d-men,fram’d of the Cyclops fizc. 

But mettall OWarcusftec le to the very backe. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backe can bcare: 
And fith there’s no iuftice inearth nor hell. 

We will follicite heauen,and moue the Gods • 

To fend downe Iuftice for to wreake'our wongs: 

Come to this geare,you arc a good Archer Marcus, 

Hegiues them the Arrowes. 

Ad Iottem,thzis for you: here ad Mppolionem, 

Ad Martempdnv£% for my felfe, 

Heere Boy to Pallas, heere to cMcrcnry, 

To Saturnine,to Cains, no: to Saturnine , 

You were as good tofhootcagainft the winde. 

Too it Bpy, Marcus loofe when 1 bid: 

Of my Word, I haue written to effedl, 

Thcr’s not a Godleft vnfollicitcd. 

Marc. Kinfmen,(lioot all your (hafts into the Court, 
We will affiidt the Emperour in his pride. 

Tit, Now Maifters craw,Oh well faid Lucius : 

Good Boy \n Virgoes lap,giue ic Pallas. 

Marc. My Lord,I aime a Mile beyond the Moone,- 
Your letter is with Iupiter by this. 

Tit. Ha,ha, Publius, Pub Hiss ,vi hat haft thou done ? 
Scc,fee,thou haft (hot offone of Taurus homes. 

Mar. This was the fport my Lord,when Publius (hot. 
The Bull being gal’d,gaue Aries i uch aknocke. 

That downe fell both the Rams homes in the Court, 

And who ftiould finde them but the Empreffc villaine : 
Stielaught.and told the Moore he fhould not choofe 
But giue them to his Maifter for a prefent. 

Tit. Why there it goes,God giuc your Lordfliip ioy. 

* — 


CKW the Llownewtth a basket and two 

Titus. Newes,newes,from heauen, " cons mit , 

Marcus the poaft is come. 

Sirrah,what ty dings ? haue you any letters * 

Shall I haue luftice,what fayes Iupiter ? 

Clowne Ho the Iibbetmakcr,hc fayes that he fc„i 
ken them downe againe, for the man muft nn , i! , ta 
till the next weeke. nott> eha ng > 

Tit. But what fayes Iupiter I aske thee ? 

Clowne. Alas fir 1 know not Iupiter : 

I neuer dranke with him in all my life. 

Tit. Why villaine art not thou the Carrier ? 
Clowne. 1 of my Pigions fir,nothing elfe. 

Tit. Why, did’ft thou not come from heauen > 
Clowne. From heauen ? Alas fir,I neuer came rt, 
God forbid I ftiould be fo bold,to preffe to h eaue 
youngdayes. Whylamgoing withmyp,c tont n ‘ n . m l 
Tribunall Plcbs, to take vp a matter of brawle b ° -^ 
my Vncle,andoncofthcEmperiallsmcn. * CtWai 
Mar. Why fir, that is as fit as canbetoferuef or 
Oration,and let him deliuer the Pigions to the Em ^° 11 ' 
from you, P cr ° U| 

Tit, Tell mee,can you deliuer an Oration to tk.c 
perour with a Grace ? 

Clowns. Nay truely fir, I could neuer fay grace in all 
my life. 6 > J 

Tit. Sirrah come hither,make no more adoe 
But giue your Pigeons to the Emperour, 

By me thou lhalt haue Iuftice at his hands. 

Hold,hold,meanc while her’* money for thy char°e$, 
Giue me pen and inke. 

Sirhra,can you withaGracc deliuer a Suhplication? 
Clowne. I. fir 


Titus. Then here is a Supplication for you, andwhen 
you come to bun, at the firft approach you muft kneele 
then kiffehis foote, thendenuer vp-your Pigeons, and 
then looke for your reward. Ilebeathandfir,feeyoudo 
it brauely.J 

Clowne. I warrant you fir,‘ let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrha haft thou a knife ? Come let me feeir, 
Heere Marcus,(old it in the Oration, 

For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant: 

And when thou haft giuen it the Emperour, 

Knock e at my dore.and tell me what he fayes. 

Clowne. God be with you fir,I will. Exit, 

Tit. Come Marcus let vs goe ,Pnblius follow me. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Emperour and£mpreffe,and her two femes, the 
Emperour brings the An owes in his hand 
that Titus foot at him . 


Satur. Why Lords, 

What wrongs arc thefe ? was euer feene 
An Emperour in Rome thus ouerborne, 
Troubled,Confrontcd thus,and for the extent 
Of eg all iuftice,vf’d in fuch contempt ? 

My Lords,you know the mightfull Gods, 

( How euer thefe difturbers of our peace 
Buz in the peoples eares)there nought hath paft, 
But euen with law againft the willfull Sonnes 
Of old Andronicus. And what and if 
His forrowes haue fo ouerwhelm’d his wits, 
Shall we be thus afflidfed in his wreakes. 

His fits,his frenzie,and his birterneffe i 
And now he writes to heauen for his redreffe. 
See,heeres to/tf#f,and this to Mercury , 
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to the God ofwarre: 

* • Bowles to flie about the ftrects ofRomc 
What’s this but Libelling againft the Senate/ 

’, d blazootag-our Iniufticc cucry where ? 
saoodW humour,is it not my Lords ? 

As who would fav,in Rome oo Iuftice were. 

Rut if I liuc,h.i$fained excafies 
chalhbcno fhelccr to thefe outrages: 

Lt h e and his fnall.know,that Jufticc hues 
Zwninud health; whom if he fleepe, 

(te’i fo awake,as he in fury (ball 
rut off the proud’ft Confpkator that hues. 

fmo. My gracious.Lord,my loucly Saturnine, 

| oid.of iny liftjComrnandef ofmy thoughts j 
C a lmethee,and bcare the faults of Titus age, 

Th'cfte<fts of forrow for his valiant Sonnes, 

Whofe Ioffe hath pier’ft him decpc,and foil’d his hcarr; 

^rathercomfort his diftreffed plight, 

Thcnptofccute the meaneft or the beft 

for thefe contempts. Why thus :t Chall become 

High witted Tamer a to glofewith all: AJlde. 

0 ut 77r<«,I haue touch’d thee to the quicke, 

phy life blood out ejf Aaron now be wife. 

Then is allfafe,thc Anchor’s in the Port. 

Enter Clowne. 

How now good fellow.would’tt thou fpeake with vs ? 
Clow. Yeaforfooth,and your Miftcrihip be Emperiall. 
Tam. Emprcffe I am,but yonder fits the Emperour. 
Clo. 'Tis he; God & Saint Stephen giue you good d«*n; 
1 haue brought you a Lettcr,5c a couple of Pigions heere. 

He reads the Letter. 

Satis. Goe take him away,and hang him prefcntly. 
Clowne- How much money muft I h3iie ? 

Tam. Come firrah you muft be bang’d. 

Clow. Har.g’d r bcrLady.then I haue brought vp a neck 
toafaireend. Exit. 

Satis. Defpightfull and intollerablc wrongs. 

Shall 1 endure this monftrous villany ? 

Iknow from whence this fame deuife proceedes: 

May this be borne? As if bis traytrous Sonnes, 

That dy’d by la w for murther of our Brother, 

Haue by my meanes beene butcher’d wrongfully ? 
Goedragge the villaine hither by the haire. 

Nor Age,nor Honour,fliaIl (hape priuiledge: 

For this proud mocke,Ilc be thy flaughccr man: 

Sly franticke wretch,that hoip’ft to make me great, 

In hope thy felfe fhould gouerne Rome and me. 

Enter Nuntius Emillius. 

Satur. What newes with thee Emilbtss? 

Emil • Armcmy LordsJRome neuer had morecaufe, 
TheGothca haue gather’d hcad,and with a power 
Ofhigh refolued men,bene to the fpoy le 
They hither march amaine,vnder condudb 
OfL«fi?«,Sonnc to old Andronicus : 

Who threats in courfe of this reuenge to do 
As much as euer Coriolanus d id. 

King. Is warlike Lucius Generali oftheGothes? 
Thefe tydings nip me,and I hang the head 
As flowers with froft,or graft? beat downe with ftormes: 
I,now begins our forrowes to approach, 

'Tishc the common people loue fo much, 

My felfe hath ofren heard them fay, 

(When I haue walked like a priuace man) 

That Lucius banifhmenc was wrongfully. 

And they haue wiftu that Lucius were their Emperour. 
Tam. Why fhould you fearc?l3 not out City ftrong? 
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Xing, j, but the Cittizcns fauour Lfhius, 

And will reuolt from me,to fuccour him. 

Tam. King ,be thy thoughts Imperious like thy 
Isthc Sunne dim’d, that Gnats do flis in it ? 

The Eagle fuffers little Birds to fing, • ' 

And is not carefull what they meanc thereby. 

Knowing that with the (hadow ofhis wings, 

He can at pleafurc ftint their melodic. 

Euen fo mayeft thou,the giddy men of Rome, 

Then chearc thy fpirir/or know thou Emperour, 

I will enchaunt theold Andronicus, 

With tvords more fwcct, and yet more dangerous 
Then baites to fifh,or bony ftalkes to iheepej 
When.as the one is wounded with the baite. 

The other rotted with delicious foode. 

King. Blithe will not entreat his Sonnc foi vs. 

Tam. If Tamora entreat'him, then he will. 

For I can fmooth and fill his aged care, 

With golden promifes,that were his heart 
Almoft Impregnablc,hisold cares deafe. 

Yet ftiould both eare and heart obey my tongue. 

Goe thou before to our Embaffadour, 

Say,that the Emperour requefts a parly 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 

King. Emillius do this meffage Honourably, 

And if he ftand in Hoftage for his fafety, 

Bid him demautid what pledge will pleafe him Left. 
hmtll. Your bidding fhall I do c ffedfually. Exit. 

Tam. Now will I to thatold Andronicus, 

And temper him with all the Art 1 haue, ' 

To plucke proud Lucius from the warlike Gothes. 

And now fwcet Emperour be blithe againtj '• 

And bury all thy fearc in my deuifes. 

Satu. Then goe fuccefl'antiy and plead for him. 




Exit. 


Jffus Quintm. 


Flouri[h. Enter Lucius with an Army efCothet t 
with Drum and Soul diet s. 

tuci. Approucd,warriours,and my faithfull Friends, 
I haue receiued Letters from great Rome, 

Which fignifies what hate they bearc their Emperour, 
And how defirous of our fight they arc. 

Therefore great Lords,bc as your Titles wicneffc. 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs. 

And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe, 

Let him make treble fatiffadfion, 

Goth. Braue flip,fprung from the Great Andronicus t 
Whofe name was once our tcrrour.now our comfort, 
Whofe high expleits,and honourable Deeds, 

Ingracefull Rome requites with foulc contempt; 

Behold in vs,weele follow where thou lead’ft, 

Like flinging Bees in hotteft Sommers day,- 
Led by their Maifter to the flowred fields. 

And be aueng’d on curled Tamor at 
And as he faith,fo fay wc all with him. 

Laci. I humbly thanke him,and I thanie you all. 

But who comenheerCjled by a lufty Goth} 

Enter a Goth leading of Aaron with his child 
in his armes. 

Goth. Renowned Lucius , from our troups I ftraid. 

To gaze vpon a ruinous Monaftecie, 

And 
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